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would never think of seeing me,  till   he   had  heard some tidings of his lady/
And now, Belford, all my hope is, that this fellow (who attended us in our airing to Hampstead, to High-gate, to Muswell-hill, to Kentish-town) will hear of her at some one or other of those places. And on this I the rather build, as I remember she was once, after our return, very inquisitive about the stages, and their prices ; praising the conveniency to passengers in their going off every hour ; and this in WilL's hearing, who was then in attendance. Woe be to the villain, if he recollect not this !
I have been traversing her room, meditating, or taking up every thing she but touched or used : the glass she dressed at, I was ready to break, for not giving rne the personal image it was wont to reflect of her, whose idea is for ever present with me. I call for her, now in the tenderest, now in the most reproachful terms, as if within hearing : wanting her, I want my own soul, at least every thing dear to it. What a void in my heart! what a chilness in my blood, as if its circulation were arrested! From her room to my own ; in the dining-room, and in and out of every place where I have seen the beloved of my heart, do I hurry ; in none can I tarry; her lovely image in every one, in some lively attitude, rushing cruelly upon me, in differently remembered conversations.
But when in my first fury, at rny return, I went up two pair of stairs, resolved to find the locked-up Dorcas, and beheld the vainly-burnt window-board, and recollected my baffled contrivances, baffled by my own weak folly, I thought my distraction completed ; and down I ran as one frighted at a spectre, ready to howl for vexation ; my head and my temples shooting